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Part One 


It was a nice warm evening - when Zachary James Baker, who was also known as Zacky Vengeance, left the 
studio that his band was recording in. He decided that the weather was perfect for walking home. Zacky smiled, 
as he glanced up at the sky. The moon was full, and shining brightly. 


"Ah, how nice is southern California," Zacky commented, in a near whisper. He began to whistle, as he started 


to make his way home. He loved the feel of the cool breeze on his bare arms. "Home sweet Huntington Beach!" 
Suddenly, without warning, a bunch of bats flew in front of Zacky. 

"What the bloody hell?!" Zacky gasped, as that sight was unexpected 

Almost as quickly, the bats flew away - except for one. 

"This must be bat country," Zacky quipped, under his breath. 


As Zacky took a closer look at the bat, he saw that it was no ordinary bat. It was a skull with bat wings. It 
was a deathbat! It looked exactly like Avenged Sevenfold's logo! The deathbat's eyes began to blink, as light 


shined from them. 


"God, | don't think | drank that much!" Zacky muttered, shaking his head. He closed his eyes for about ten 
seconds, then reopened them. The deathbat was still fluttering in front of him. "Jesus!" 


As the deathbat began to fly straight ahead, Zacky was mesmerized. He swallowed, as he began to follow it - 
as the deathbat's eyes provided the light. It was almost as if the deathbat was guiding Zacky along. 


After what seemed to be about fifteen minutes, the deathbat suddenly turned right and took off. 


"Heyl" Zacky protested. As he glanced around, he saw that he was standing on a trail in a forest. "Where the 


hell am |?" 

Suddenly, Zacky heard some music playing. It sounded like a clashing of cymbals and triangles, accompanied by a 
sitar. Zacky began to head to where the music was. Suddenly, he saw a group of skeletons dancing around a 
bonfire. 


"What the.." Zacky gasped, as he could not believe his eyes. 


"Hello, Zacky!" called out a high-pitched feminine voice. As Zacky turned around, he saw a pink skeleton standing 


behind him. "Welcome to our humble abode." 


"And who the bloody hell are you?" Zacky snapped, as he began to feel terrified As the pink skeleton placed 
her bony hands on Zacky's shoulder, he let out a little shriek. 


"Do not be afraid," the pink skeleton commented, gently. "| mean no harm. Come follow me." 


While Zacky opened his mouth to protest, he found himself following the pink skeleton, as she stepped in front 


of him. He tried to make his legs turn in another direction, but to no avail. 


Within moments, Zacky and the skeleton stepped out of the forest, onto a rusted road. There were a bunch of 
jack-o-lanterns lined up on both sides of the road. 


"Ive a feeling I'm not in Huntington Beach, anymore, Zacky muttered, shaking his head 

Just then, a mummy and a zombie crossed the street. Zacky blinked, as he could not believe his eyes. 
Suddenly, from the left, a little girl in a Victorian blue dress began to run up to Zacky and the skeleton 
"Welcome to Spookytown," the little girl greeted, smiling 


"Thanks, | guess," Zacky replied, with a feeling of uncertainly. He began to reach out to touch the little girl, 


until he realized that she was translucent. "Eek! You're a ghost!" 


"That a problem for you?" the little girl asked, sounding hurt. 
"Uh, no, | guess not," Zacky muttered, nervously. "It's just that, uh... l'm supposed to be home, by now." 


"Please don't fret," the little girl insisted. "You were sent here for a reason. Allow me to lead you to the great 


mansion.” 
"Uh, yeah, okay, sure," Zacky mumbled, in a near whisper 


Zacky swallowed deeply, as he allowed the skeleton and the little ghost girl to lead him on. 


Part Two 


Author's Notes: 
To be concluded (hopefully by Halloween Day) 


Note: l'm not sure if Zacky's grandmother is actually dead, or not. Anna Rose is a fictional character that | 
made up. And this story takes place when The Rev is still alive. 


"So, uh, what are your names?" Zacky asked, as he glanced between the skeleton and the little ghost girl. "I 


guess, somehow, you already know my name. l'm Zacky. l'm.. the rhythm guitarist of Avenged Sevenfold” 


Suddenly, Zacky wondered if those odd creatures were actually fans of his band's music - or, in fact, even 
knew who Avenged Sevenfold was. The idea of some not-quite-human beings actually being Avenged Sevenfold 
fans struck him as being rather surreal. Although, granted, the band did have quite a few songs that focused 


on dark themes. 


"You can call me Serenity," the skeleton replied. "| mean, it wasn't exactly the name | had.. during my human 


life. But its why | go by, these days." 


"And folks call me Harmony,” the ghost girl added. "As a human, my name was Jane - but that name is so 


dreadfully boring." 


“Actually, | kinda like it," Zacky commented, with a small smile. "Well, Harmony and Serenity, it's nice to meet 
you. I'm still not sure how | got here, but | must admit that it's a nice sight. Halloween always was my 


favourite holiday.” 

As Zacky looked up, he caught sight of a witch on a broom flying by. He then noticed four small ghostly 
colourful creatures running around. They reminded him of a vintage video game called Pacman. He then took a 
closer look at the jack-o-lanterns lining both sides of the road - and the light from their eyes were flashing, 


as if they were alive. 


"Well, Zacky, we'd better get going," Serenity commented, as she tugged on his left arm with her bony hand. 
The trio began to walk down the road. 


"Uh, yeah, okay," Zacky mumbled, nervously. "So, uh, what is this thing that.. that l'm needed for." 


"| don't know the specifics," Harmony replied "Some of the folks who live in the great mansion, though... Well, 


they... they... have some connections with you." 


Zacky nodded, as he tried to think of who they could be. Could one of them, perhaps, be Grandma Baker? He 


was always very close to his grandmother, and he missed her terribly. 

Or, perhaps, one of them was Anna Rose Lewis - a childhood friend who died from pneumonia She was a sweet 
young girl of only eight. Harmony appeared to be about the same age, but her clothing indicated that she grew 
up in the Victorian era 

"What are you thinking of, Zacky?" Serenity asked, gently. 

"Uh, just some people that | miss," Zacky replied, swallowing. 

"Ah, | see," Harmony replied, as she nodded with understanding. "Well, you might be surprised by who you see." 
"We're almost there," Serenity added, as she opened a gate. "It's a rather big yard" 

As the trio approached the mansion, Zacky was mesmerized by it. It was a rundown mansion that looked a lot 
like the mansion the The Addams Family lived in. The sight was actually rather beautiful, in a dark sort of way. 


He saw that the light was flickering on and off in some of the windows. 


A black cat then crawled up to Zacky. While he was more of a dog person, he did also have a certain 
appreciation for cats. Very gently, he lifted the cat up. 


"I see that Tabitha likes you," Harmony commented, smiling. "She's usually very gentle - although, when she 


senses an evil presence, she can turn quite ferocious.” 


Zacky just nodded, as he began to pet Tabitha. He began to feel a little nervous, as he began climbing the steps 


to the mansion. 


Part Three 


Author's Notes: 
Okay, | decided that this story is definitely gonna be more than three chapters long. 


Upon opening the mansion door, Zacky noticed the delicious scent of apple cinnamon. In fact, as he glanced 


around the kitchen, it actually looked quite welcoming. It looked like a stereotypical grandma's kitchen. 


Just then, a familiar old lady stepped into the kitchen. She had her grey hair up in a bun and was wearing a 


red-and-white checkered apron over her light blue dress. 
"Grandma Baker!" Zacky exclaimed, as tears came to his eyes. "Is that really you? I've missed you, so much." 


"Yes, honey, it's me," the old lady replied, as she drew Zacky into a great big hug. "Ah, how is my lovely 
dumpling doing?" 


| can hardly believe that it's you," Zacky breathed, as he blinked back tears. "I've always loved baking cookies 
with you." 


‘lm baking double chocolate chip cookies," Grandma Baker commented, cheerfully. "Your favourite. | suppose 


you'd also love a cup of hot cocoa, with lots of marshmallows in it. That right?" 
"Well, Grandma, you definitely remember me," Zacky replied, with a chuckle. “It's so nice to see you, again’ 
"Same here," Grandma Boker replied, as she went to pour her grandson a cup of hot cocoa 

‘Zacky! Zacky!" called out a familiar little girl's voice, as she skipped into the kitchen It was none other than 
Anna Rose, Zacky's childhood friend As Anna Rose took a close look at Zacky, she commented, "Wow! You're all 


grown up! | really like your piercings. They look lovely." 


"Aw, thank you," Zacky replied, warmly - as he hugged Anna Rose close. He then lifted her up, and began to 


swing her around. 

"We used to play ball together, a lot," Anna Rose commented, as Zacky set her down. "And we used to play by 
the creek, a lot. | wish | listened to Mom, though, when she told me to put my coat on before playing in the 
snow." 


Tears filled Zacky's eyes, as he remembered how his friend got sick - and then, eventually, died. 


"Don't cry, Zacky," Anna Rose commented, as she stroked Zacky's left arm with her index finger. "I'm happy 


living here. Grandma Boker is a very good cook." 


"Aw, thank youl" Grandma Baker replied, as she was carrying a platter with several cups of hot cocoa on it. "I 


do try my best." 


‘Of course, Mom and Dad are also great cooks," Zacky commented, as he grabbed a cup of hot cocoa. "But 


there was just something about your cooking, though, that was... special.” 
As Zacky took a sip, he was taken aback by the heavenly taste of rich chocolate. 


"Probably because I'm a grandma," Grandma Baker commented, laughing. "I felt that way about my grandma's 


cooking, too." 

"No, you really are a good cook," Anna Rose commented, smiling. "My own grandma couldn't cook for shit." 
Zacky burst out laughing by his young friend's sudden use of profanity. 

"You wanna go to the creek with me and Harmony, later on," Anna Rose asked. 


"Uh, sure, yeah," Zacky commented, nervously. "Y'know, | never did stop thinking about you. | remember how, 


ordinarily, you were afraid of boys. But, with me, it was different." 
"You were always so cool," Anna Rose remarked, smiling. 
"The cookies are done!" Grandma Baker announced, as she took the cookies out of the oven. "Enjoy" 


Zacky smiled, as he grabbed a cookie from Grandma Baker. He bit into it, and was instantly reminded of how his 


grandmother's cookies tasted. 

Just then, another young man walked into the room. To Zacky's surprise, the man looked almost exactly like 
him. He was the same height, had the same green eyes, had the same face (minus the piercings), and the 
same dark hair. 

"Who.. who are you?" Zacky breathed, stunned. 


"My name is Zachary Charles Giannini," the young man replied, softly. 


Zacky grabbed onto the counter, to keep from fainting. Even the young man's voice sounded a lot like his own, 


albeit with an Italian accent. The name sounded familiar, too. 


Part Four 


Author's Notes: 
TW: mentions of sexual harassment, death by gunshot, and death by childbirth 


Also, if things go accordingly, this story should be finished by Halloween. 


Zacky was stunned, as he surveyed the young man that looked identical to him. It seemed strange to think that 
this was the ancestor he was named after. According to his mother and other grandmother, Zachary Charles 
Giannini was a very gentle and mild-mannered young man who was very protective of his younger sisters, 


including Zacky's great-grandmother Julia. 


However, Zachary Charles had died at a tragic young age. At about the same age that Zacky himself was 
currently, in fact. He had been shot in a bar, while he was defending Julia from unwanted sexual advances - 
and, within two days, he died from the gun wound. His death had taken such a huge toll on Julia, she had 
suffered from major depression for the rest of her life - until she had died giving birth to Zacky's maternal 
grandmother. Her widowed husband had always maintained that Julia might've survived, if not for her 


depression. 
"Are you all right, Zacky?" Zachary Charles asked, gently. 


"Well, |, uh." Zacky stammered. "I was just thinking of what a tragedy it was.. that happened to you. You died a 
hero, and your sister took it badly. Then again, if something happened to Matt or Zina, I'd probably..." 


"Everything's fine, now," Zachary Charles commented, with a gentle smile. "Julia is here, too. Just a minute." He 
then walked over to the staircase, as he called out, "Julia! Hey, Julia! Please come down! There's someone I'd like 


you to meet." 


"He really is a lot like you, Zacky," Anna Rose explained, softly. "I call him Uncle Zack, even though he's not 
really my uncle. Aunt Julia is cool, too." 


"So you folks are like one big family, eh?" Zacky asked, glancing around the kitchen. He glanced from Anna Rose 
to Zachary Charles to Grandma Baker. "I wonder what brought you together.” 


"l'm here, Zack," called out a feminine-sounding voice. "Who is it that you.. Oh! My goodness!" 


Zacky and Julia took a close look at each other. Julia looked a lot like Zina, in fact. It was hard to believe that 
this young lady was his great-grandmother. 


"Hi, uh, Julia," Zacky mumbled, nervously. "This is such a.. I'm, uh, your great-grandson. Folks call me Zacky." 


"Goodness! Zacky!" Julia gasped. "You look just like my brother. Except for.. Uh, what are those things you have 


on your lower lip?" 


"Oh, those are snakebite piercings,” Zacky explained, calmly. "I guess facial piercing were, essentially, unheard of 


in your time. But, in my era, they're quite popular.” 


‘| must admit, they look becoming on you," Julia said, quietly. She then glanced at the counter, and commented. 


‘Oh, boy, cookies! | don't think Grandma Baker ever made anything | didn't like." 


"Wait a minute!" Zacky gasped, as he realized something. "You call her ‘Grandma Baker’, even though you're 
older than her? When, in fact, you're the mother of.. my other grandma?" 


Julia and Zachary Charles both burst out laughing, then did everyone else in the kitchen 

"Its just what everyone calls her," Harmony explained, gently. "The name pretty much stuck" 
"Even | call her that,” Serenity added, nodding, “and I'm several thousand years old” 

"Plus they do appear to be younger than me," Grandma Boker added. 

"Not me, though," Serenity pointed out, quietly. "Although, | was only 24 when | fell ill and died" 


"All right, you lot!" Grandma Baker called out, laughing. "Why don't you all head to the dining room? Dinner is 


almost ready." 


"L am pretty hungry, actually," Zacky commented, as his mouth watered at the concept of Grandma Baker's 
home-style cooking. 


"The dining room is this way," Zachary Charles explained, as he took a turn to the right. 


Zacky nodded, as he followed the group. He then wondered how Serenity, being a skeleton, was going to eat. 
Indeed, this really was shaping up to be a very interesting night. 


Part Five 


Author's Notes: 
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As Zacky and the others entered the dining room, Zacky noticed that the room was quite dim - and it was 
lighted strictly by some candles that were sitting on the table.. and a pair of lights out of a corner. As Zacky 
took a closer look, he saw that it was ca deathbat. He wondered if it was the same deathbat that he 


encountered, earlier. 
"Zacky! Zacky!" called out a young feminine-sounding voice. "That you?" 


Zacky turned around to see a girl who appeared to be in early teens, and she was wearing an Avenged 


Sevenfold shirt. He immediately recognized her as the girl he visited in the hospital, just a week ago. 


"April Evans!" Zacky gasped, as he stared at the teenage girl. "Oh, | guess you didn't make it. Well, | was told 


that your cancer was quite bad." 


"| came here just yesterday," April explained, quietly. "I do like it here, but.. Well, | really miss my family. When 
| first met Uncle Zack, | thought he was you." 


"Well, we do look almost identical," Zacky replied, as he drew April into a big hug. "He is my.. great-granduncle." 
He then looked around, before adding, "So, uh, why am | here? Am | dead, too?" 


"No, you aren't," Serenity replied, with confidence. "You're just here for a visit” 


‘Oh, okay," Zacky replied, with uncertainty. "Well, it.. it is nice to see some of the people that I've missed, again 


And meet ancestors that I've always wondered about. This is a.. a great surprise." 
"Sit here," Serenity commented, pulling out a chair. 


Zacky shrugged, as he sat down. He then watched on, as the others sat down. Just then, he heard Grandma 


Baker ringing a bell - announcing that dinner was ready. 


Within moments, there were a little over twenty people seated at the table. He especially took note of the 
scarecrow with a pumpkin head. He then mused over whether or not it would be considered "cannibalism" for 


the pumpkin-headed scarecrow to eat anything containing pumpkin 


Grandma Baker then walked into the room, carrying a large platter. As he placed the platter on the table, 
Zacky examined the food that was available. There was a baking pan full of fried chicken breasts, a large bowl 
of cranberry sauce, a large bowl of tomato soup with rice, and a large cinnamon apple pie. There was also a 


large pitcher of grape juice. 
Grandma Baker took her spot at the head of the table, and then announced, “Bon appetit, everyone! Dig in!" 
Zacky's mouth watered, as he began to serve himself a little of everything - save for the pie. 


Save for the fact that he was eating dinner with a bunch of beings who were not quite human, at least not in 


their current form, it did feel a lot like a typical dinner at Grandma Baker's house. 
"Thank you so much for dinner, Grandma," Zacky commented, politely. 
‘Is my pleasure," Grandma Baker replied, smiling back. "Oh, | suppose | should put some tunes on" 


As Grandma Baker went through through her collection of vinyl records, Zacky wondered if she might actually 
put on Avenged Sevenfold - even though it wasn't exactly what most people considered to be dinner music. 
Hell, Zacky himself didn't quite feel that Avenged Sevenfold's music was really conducive to providing a good 
dinner atmosphere - and he was the rhythm guitarist from that band. 


As soon as Grandma Baker placed a vinyl record on the phonograph, Zacky immediately recognized the playing 
of an accordion. That made sense. Due to her German heritage - Grandma Baker was always quite keen on 
polkas, waltzes, and other music of the like. 

As Zacky glanced at his fried chicken, he wished he could eat the skin first - which he always did when eating 
alone or with his band mates. However, he knew that Grandma Baker had never considered it to be proper 
table etiquette. Using a fork and knife, he cut a small chunk of meat off the bone before placing it in his 


mouth. 


Still, from time to time, it was nice to sit down to a proper dinner. He mused about what he might be like, as a 
parent. Indeed, he did enjoy being around young kids - and Zina's children always considered him to be "cool". 
Still, he did not think that he would make a good father - especially when it comes to discipline. He was never 


one for limitation and restrictions. 


Part Six 


Author's Notes: 
I\'m thinking there\'ll be two more chapters after this. 


Zacky could not remember the last time he ate a meal that was quite this satisfying. The cinnamon apple was 


very delicious, and he realized just how much he missed Grandma Baker's cooking. 


"Psst, Zacky," whispered a soft feminine voice, as Zacky felt a hand gently grabbing at his shoulder. "Can you 


deliver a message to a friend of mine?" 

As Zacky turned around, he saw that it was April. "Well, it depend. | would not wish to.. freak someone out" 
"She's a fan, too," April explained, gently. "She'd be happy to see you. Here is the thing. Her name is Ashley. 
We've been best friends from.. kindergarten. There was something that | really wanted to tell her, but then l.. 
Well, | never had the chance to." 


"Yeah, okay," Zacky replied, as he smiled gently at the young girl. "| guess that wouldn't be a problem for me. 
It's just that this is..." 


| understand," April replied, nodding. "H's just that | think you'd be the best person to due so. She's always 
dreamed about meeting you - and, in fact, | never told her about your visit to the hospital. | didn't want her 
to get jealous, and then.. get mad at me." 


"She probably would've understood," Zacky commented, gently. "After all, she probably knew that you didn't 


have much longer to live." 


Within the next few minutes, Zacky managed to write down the information that April gave to her. He then 
folded a paper neatly, as he placed it in his wallet. 


"Hey, Zacky," called out Zachary Charles. "Julia and | would like to show you some of our favourite spots. April, 


if you'd like, you can also come along.” 

"Hey, what about me?" called out Anna Rose. "I'd like to spend time with my old friend" 
"That shouldn't be a problem," Julia replied, gently. 

"Come, you folks," Zachary Charles prodded, as he led the way. 


Within moments, the group left the house. As Zacky glanced up at the sky, he saw that the moon was bright 


and full - although there were also come clouds in the sky. He then glanced at the trees, and noticed just how 


spooky they looked. 
"Is it always this dark here?" Zacky asked. "I mean, uh, does the sun come out 


"We rarely ever see the sun," Julia explained. "Then again, | never was that fond of the sun And that was 


from before we learned about UV rays and the like." 


"Come to think of it," Zacky commented, softly, "I don't think I'd mind living here. This place reminds me a lot 


of.. Halloweentown from Nightmare Before Christmas." 


‘I've always liked that movie," April commented, smiling. "Some of my relatives thought that it wasn't right for 
me to prefer Halloween over Christmas. They thought it was a bit... blasphemous.” 


"Well, Christmas is a nice holiday," Zacky replied, "but | myself have always been rather partial towards 
Halloween. As long as what you like doesn't involve hurting other people, its never really wrong for you to like 


what you li ke." 


"That's always been my belief, too," Zachary Charles added. "I can still remember telling Mother that | thought 
heaven sounded boring, and then she gave me this huge lecture on how it was wrong to feel that way. That it 


was a very un-Christian attitude to have." 


"That's the whole problem with organized religion,’ Zacky commented, nodding. "| mean, | do respect other 
people's beliefs - but l.. One thing | never understood about the more fundamentalist branches of Christianity 
is this. They say that all you have to do is confess you're a sinner and believe, and then you're saved. That 
there are no other rules. Then they contradict themselves and come up with all these rules. Such as... Don't 


listen to rock and roll. It's the devil's music." 


"My parents were always cool," April explained. "| never really... identified with a particular religion | considered 
myself to be spiritual, but.. Some of my relatives, though, are pretty devout Christians. In fact, right now, 


they are probably agonizing over whether or not.. | went to heaven" 


"My mom was an agnostic," Anna Rose added. "| grew up a bit confused. Whenever | saw Grandma, she'd start 
talking to me about the Bible - and insist on taking me to church. She and Mom would fight a lot. | guess 
Grandma wasn't happy with Mom abandoning the faith of her upbringing, or with Mom choosing to raise me 


without religion. | wonder what Grandma..." 

"| did go to your funeral," Zacky explained, "and your grandma.. Well, she didn't seem to be a very pleasant 
person. She kept yelling at your mother that she.. your mother... was lucky that you were still below the... the 
age of accountability. Whatever the hell that means.’ 


"All right, folks!" Julia interjected. "Enough about religion We're almost at the creek" 


Part Seven 


Author's Notes: 
Only one chapter left to go. Should be up, later today. 


"Awl It looks gorgeous!" Zacky gasped, upon seeing the creek. "I really like how the moon reflects off of it. If 
you don't mind, | think | might... step in” 


"You really should," Zachary Charles commented, nodding. "The water is just the right temperature, too - and.. 


It's very calming." 

"My brother's right," Julia added, nodding. 

The group looked at each other, and they then began to strip down to their underwear. As Zacky stuck his left 
foot into the creek, he realized that his namesake was right. He then jumped in, which resulted in a great 
splash. 


"So, uh, | can take my shirt off?" April asked, with some uncertainty. 


"You sure can," Anna Rose replied, smiling. "The nice thing about this place is the very lax attitude on 


modesty.” 


"Ugh, yeah, modesty," Zacky mumbled, making a face. "There are just way too many prudes in.. our world. 
Seriously, there's nothing shameful about a human body." 


"Try living in the time that we came from," Julia added, jumping into the creek. "| never even realized just how.. 


restrictive... our society was." 


"Yeah, humanity can really baffle me at times," Zacky replied, as he began to splash some water in Julia's 


direction. 


"Hey!" Julia protested, laughing. She then began splashing water back at Zacky. "Gee, you're so much like my 
brother, it's just." 


"And you kinda remind me of Zina," Zacky replied, chuckling. 
Zacky looked up, as April and Anna Rose than jumped in. Then, at last, Zachary Charles jumped in. Zacky glanced 


at Anna Rose, grabbed her hands, and pulled her close to him. He gave her a quick peck on her cheek. Anna 
Rose then ran her index finger along Zacky’s lip rings. 


| see you like my snakebites," Zacky commented, laughing. 
"Yeah, they look nice on you," Anna Rose replied, smiling. 


"Thank you," Zacky replied, as he began to float on his back. "Ah! This is so relaxing. | can see why you folks 


love spending time here." 
"Do you go swimming a lot, Zacky?" asked April. 


"Quite a bit, actually," Zacky replied "After all, they sure don't call it Huntington Beach for nothing. Plus, | do 


have my own pool." 
"Did you grow up in Huntington Beach?" April asked. 


“Actually, no," Zacky replied, quietly. "We actually didn't move there, until | was in high school. | do pretty much 
plan to stay there, though. Well, when we aren't touring." 


"It is a bit surprising to see you here," April commented, softly. "You pretty much are my favourite band 


member. Truth to be told, l. | actually kinda.. had a crush on you." 


| do get that a lot," Zacky replied, smiling. He chuckled, as he added, "It sometimes makes me feel a bit bad for 


my band mates, in fact" 
"Well, actually, | think you're all great," April explained. "I started out having a crush on Matt, which lasted for 
quite some time. Then, at some point, my crush shifted over to you. God, | hope l'm not making you feel 


uncomfortable." 


"Ah, don't worry about it," Zacky replied, softly. "Heaven knows that | had my share of celebrity crushes, too, 


before | myself became famous." 


"Yeah, | remember you having a thing for Jennifer Connelly,” Anna Rose commented. "And | remember wishing | 


was her." 


"Though | don't know if it was so much a crush," Zacky pointed out, quietly. "I just thought she was very 
pretty. | think | liked her, because | thought she looked a lot like.. you. You, but as a teenager. 


"You do look like a younger version of her, Anna Rose," April added, nodding. "I always wished that | was a 


brunette, rather than a blonde." 


"Oh, goodness, Zack!" Julia commented. "| remember how many of the girls in town had crushes on you. Even 


my best friend just couldn't keep her eyes off of you." 


"| remember how that made me feel a little uncomfortable," Zachary Charles replied. “Although, | must admit 


that | also liked the attention" 


Zacky closed his eyes, as he enjoyed the feel of the water surrounding him. Within moments, though, the 
sensation began to change. As Zacky opened his eyes, he realized that was lying in bed. 


"Zacky, you okay?" asked a familiar masculine voice. 
y Y y 


Part Eight 


Author's Notes: 
This is it! This is the end! Happy Halloween, everyonel! m/ 


Zacky swallowed - as he immediately recognized the voice as belong to Brian Haner Jr, his band mate. The one 


who was also known as Synyster Gates. 
"Yeah, l'm fine," Zacky replied, quietly. "I just had a.. a rather interesting dream." 
"Oh, | see," Brian replied. "I'm gonna go get us some cookies. I'll be right back" 


"Sure," Zacky replied, as he turned on the lamp. He immediately noticed his wallet sitting on the nightstand. He 
decided to go through it. 


Upon opening the wallet, Zacky was stunned by what he saw. He found several photographs of him at the 
mansion, him with Grandma Boker, him with Anna Rose, him with April, and him with Zachary Charles and Julia. 
There was also the sheet of paper with the information from April that he wrote down. Then there was a 


letter from Grandma Baker, written in her unmistakable handwriting. 


"So | guess it wasn't just a dream," Zacky muttered, stunned. He grabbed the letter, kissed it, and whispered, "| 


love you, Grandma." 

‘lm back!" Brian announced, upon re-entering the room. He was carrying a plate of double chocolate cookies. 
"Y'know, | don't even remember buying these. But | found them sitting on the counter, and it had a note on it. 
It said: ‘Please enjoy these cookies. Love, Grandma Baker’. Gee, | wonder what that's about" He then handed a 
small piece of paper to Zacky. 


"That is her," Zacky breathed, as he immediately recognized the handwriting. "Even though, she's been dead for 


awhile - she.. she found some way to communicate with us." 

"You sure about that, buddy?" Brian asked, gently. "Either way, these cookies do taste good" 
Zacky took a bite, and commented, "Yeah, these are definitely Grandma's cookies. This is so.." 
"Hi, Zacky! Hi, Brian!" called out a young feminine-sounding voice. 


As Zacky looked up, he immediately recognized the ghost girl - who was wearing an Avenged Sevenfold shirt. 
“April Evans!" 


"Huh?" Brian asked, sounding confused. 
"She's the girl | visited in the hospital, last week," Zacky explained. 
"Weird," Brian muttered, "We have a ghost, right in my bedroom." 


"Do not be afraid,” April commented, gently. "I just came to tell you that Ashley's favourite song is Seize the 


Day. She cries, every time she hears it. That song moves me, too." 


"It is a touching song," Zacky agreed, smiling. "Even | get a bit misty-eyed, sometimes, when | hear that song... 


or perform it." 

"| don't," Brian argued, insistent. 

"Yes, you do, you liar!" Zacky exclaimed, as he gave his band mate a playful slug. 

"Okay, okay, | do," Brian commented, nervously. "Gee, Zacky, why do you have to..” 

"There's no shame in expressing emotion, Brian," Zacky insisted. 

"There isn't," April agreed. "Well, it's about time for me to go. Have a nice Halloween, you do!" 


"We will," Zacky and Brian commented, simultaneously. Then they both started to laugh. 
Zacky watched, as April began to fade away. 


"So, Zacky V, what do you think?" Brian asked. "Shall we tell the others about this?" 
"Nah, | think we should keep it between us," Zacky replied 


“All right, then," Brian replied, as he reached for another cookie. "Gee, | can tell that this Halloween is gonna be 


eventful." 
"You don't know the half of it, Brian," Zacky commented, as he also reached for another cookie. 


One thing was certain. This was a special Halloween for Zacky Vengeance. 


